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The Tragedie 

La, Doeftgraunt me hedgehog, then Goderant*,.. 
Thou maieft be damned for chat wicked deedc. C °° 
Oh he was gentle, milde, and vertuotis, 
q lo . The fitter for the King of Heauen that hath him 

L*. He is in heauen, where thou fiialcneucr cone ' 

_ Gl °- Let h ' m th 5 nk f mc th3t holpc to fend him thither 
r or he was fitter for that place then earth. ’ 

La. And thou vnfit for any place but hell. 

Glo. Yes one place elfc, if you will hearc me name it 
La. Some Dungeon. Glo. Your bed-chanl 

La. Ill reft betide the chamber where thou lieft. ^ 

Glo. So will it Maddam till I lie with you. 

La. Ihopefo. 

Glo. I know lb, but gentle Lady Anne, 

To leaue this kind incountar of your wit** 

And fall fomewhat into a flower methede ; 

Is not thecaufer of the time-lefle death*. 

Of thefe Plantagencts, Henry and Edward, 

As blamefull as the executioner f 

La. Thou art the caufc , and mod accurft effe<fl. 

Glo. Your beauty was thecaufcof that effect, 

\ eur beauty which did haunt mc in «iy fleepe 
To vndertakc the death of all the world, * 

So I might reft that hourein your fweete bofome. 

La. If I thought that.Ite/J thee homicide, 

Thcfc nailes fhould rend that beauty from their checkes. 

Glo. Thefe eyes could neuer endure fweete beauties wrack, 
You mould not blemifh them if J flood by.* 

As al the world is cleared by the Sunne, 

So I by that, it is my day, my life. 

La. Blackc night ouerfhad thy day, and death thy life. 
Glo. Curfe not thy Jclfe faire creature, thou art both. 

La. I would I were to be reuenged on thee. 

Glo. It is a quarrell moft vnnaturall, 

To be reuenged on him that loueth you , 

La. It is a quarrell iufl and reafonable. 

To be reuenged on him that flew my Husband, 
t Glo. He that bereft thee Lady of thy husband* 

Did it to hclpe thee to a better husband, 

Lt 




o/^Richatd the! bird. 

La. His better doth not breat b vpon the earth. 

Glo. Go too,hc Hues that loues you better then he could. 
La. Name him Glo. Plantagenet. 

La. Why what was hee ? 

Glo. The felfefame name but one or better nature, 

La. Where is hec ? ' 

Glo Metre. Sbte ffltteth at him. 

Why docftfpitattne? 

La. Would it were mortall poyfonfor thy fake. 

( 7 /a. Neuer came poyfou from fo fweete a place* 

La. Neuer hung poy/on on a fowler toade. 

Out of my fight thou doeft infedf my eyes. 

Glo. thine eyes fweete Lady haue infected mine. 

La. Would they were Bafiliskes to ftrike thee dead. 

Glo. I would they were, that I might die at once, 

For now they kill me with a lining death : 

Thefe eyes of thine, from mine haue draw-nc fait teares,, 
Shamed their afpedk with ftere ofchildifh drops, 

I neuer fued to frinds nor enemy, 

My tongue could neuer learne fweete fmoothing word*. 

But now thy beauty is propcfde my, fee ; . 

My proud heart fucs, and prompts my tongue to fpeake. 
Teach not my lips fuch fcorne, for they were made. 

For kifling Lady not for fuch contempt; 

If thy reuengefull heart cannot for giue, 

Loe here 1 lend thee this flharpe poynted fwerd. 

Which if you plcafe to hide in this true bofome, 

And let the foulc forth that a dorneth thee : 

I lay it naked to thy deadly ftroake : 

And humbly beg the death vpon my knee. 

Nay,doc not pawfc.twas 1 that kild your husband, 

But twas thy beauty that prouokca me : 
Naynowdifpatch, twas l that ki!d king Henry, 

But twas thy heauenly face that fet me on : Here fix lets 

Take vp the fword againe, or take vp me. fall the /word. 

La. Anfe diffembler, though I wifti thy death, 

I will rotbethe executioner. 

Glo. Then hid me kill my felfc, and I will doc it. 

La. I haue alrcadic. . 
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